Landseer's works were ideally suited to the tradesmen who now came to the fore, with their large empty new houses that had to be filled. They were not graduates of the Grand Tour and so had little use for the Italian schools. Nor did they want elegant old master portraits of people to whom they were not related. They preferred their contemporaries. Furthermore, pictures like Landseer's were easy to understand. They told stories, they bore moral messages, they contained pathos, homely sentiment, and character. They faithfully reproduced the textures and scenes which a society lately rural and now turned to manufactures could appreciate.
The wildness of the Scottish landscape and the interpretation of Highland life in which Landseer specialized also made a great appeal to the Victorian sense of the romantic. And, finally, his pictures were respectable.
Respectability was a quality which could not be overestimated. Victoria's was an era when the high moral character of a work of art was a prime consideration of judgment. "Vulgarity" was the one thing above all others to be eschewed.
Landseer There is no indication that there might be a reverse of the medal of public approval and middle-class respectability. But we know now that there was a darker side to Landseer's soul. The painter Frederic Stephens, his friend and biographer, has given us a description of Sir Edwin as he was in 186o:
"He was constitutionally subject to nervous (lepression, but these attacks accumulated force as years went on, and threatened the end which came with all its painfulness. "I remember him during the painting of this picture (Flood in the Highlands).... He looked as if about to become old, although his age by no means justified the notion; it was not that he had lost his activity or energy, or that his form had shrunk, for he moved as firmly and swiftly as ever, indeed he was rather demonstrative, stepping on and off the platform in his
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The Old Shepherd's Chief Mourner, engraved after Landseer by B. P. Gibbon studio with needless display, and his form was stout and well-filled. Nevertheless, without seeming to be overworked, he did not look robust, and he had a nervous way remarkable in so distinguished a man, one who was usually by no means unconscious of himself, and yet, to those he liked, full of kindness. The wide green shade which he wore above his eyes, projected straight from his forehead, and cast a large shadow on his plump, somewhat livid features, and in the shadow one saw that his eyes had suffered. The grey 'Tweed' suit, and its sober trim, a little emphatically 'quiet', marked the man; so did his stout, not fat nor robust, figure; rapid movements, and utterances that glistened with prompt remarks, sharp, concise, with quick humour, but not seeking occasions for wit, and imbued throughout with a perfect frankness, 
